


Buan BESTSELLING 
FLORA FERRA 


POSSESSIVE BRAZILIAN 


AN OLDER MAN YOUNGER 
WOMAN ROMANCE 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS, 75 


FLORA FERRARI 


CONTENTS 


Copyright 
A Man Who Knows What He Wants Series 


Possessive Brazilian 
Chapter 1 
Chapter 2 
Chapter 3 
Chapter 4 
Chapter 5 
Chapter 6 
Chapter 7 
Chapter 8 
Chapter 9 
Chapter 10 
Chapter 11 
Chapter 12 
Chapter 13 
Chapter 14 
Chapter 15 
Chapter 16 
Chapter 17 
Epilogue 


Extended Epilogue 


Series 
Newsletter 


COPYRIGHT 


Copyright © 2018 by Flora Ferrari. 
All Rights Reserved. 


No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by 
any electronic or mechanical means, including information 
storage retrieval systems, without written permission from 
the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book 
review. 


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, 
and incidents are either the product of the author’s 
imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to 
actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely 
coincidental. 


The following story contains mature themes, strong 
language and sexual situations. It is intended for mature 
readers, 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS 


Book 1: 


Book 2: 


Baby Lust 
Veteran 


Book 3: 


Book 4: 
Book 5: 


Built 
Bambino 
Rescued 


Book 6: 


Book 7: 


Leader 
Professor 
Burned 


Book 8: 


Book 9: 


Worldly 


Book 10: 


Book 11: 


Pistol 
Policed 


Book 12: 
Book 13: 


Book 14: 
Book 15: 


Driven 

Lucky 13 
Lumberjacked 
Protector 





Book 16: 


Book 17: 
Book 18: 


Carpenter 
Italian Stallion 
Gardener 


Book 19: 


Book 20: 


Budapest Billionaire’s Virgin 
Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Book 21: 


Book 22: 
Book 23: 
Book 24: 


Cocky CFO 
Fireman's Filthy 4th 
Mechanic 

SEAL’s Secret 


Book 25: 


Book 26: 
Book 27: 
Book 28: 
Book 29: 


Police, Pooch, and Smooch 
Fireman’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Virgin Ballerina 
Bitcoin Billionaire’s Babysitter 
Veterans Day Daddy 





Book 30: 


Book 31: 
Book 32: 


Cowboy’s Christmas Carol 
Police Officer’s Princess 
Statham 


Book 33: Bodyguard 
Book 34: Greek God | 








Book 36 : Moline. Man” 
Book 37: SEAL’s Justice 





Book 38: Royal Romance 
Book 39: Doctor Mountain Man’s Special Delivery 





Book 40: Crocodile Dan D 
Book 41: Mountain Man’s Secret Baby 
Book a2 boctor Bad Boy’s Secret Baby 





ook 43: Cop's Babysitter 
Book eTe TEN for the Cop Next Door 
Book 45: Small Town SEAL’s Saving Grace 
zak A Sons S Fake AE 












B a l 52: F “iref sce ve Profesor 
Book: 53. Soldier’ s Secret Baby 


Ook 4: Ward. s TA e Day. 


Book 5 6 : TEENA | Poli iceman 
Book 57: Coached by the MMA Fighter 
Book 58: Boss” S a een 














Book 66: F ) 
Book 67: Love ry TP i 





Book 69: 
Book 70: 
Book 71: 
Book 72: 
Book 73: 
Book 74: 
Book 75: 


Possessive Firefighter 
Football Next Door 
Doctor December 
Possessive Canadian 
Blue Collar Billionaire 
Possessive K-9 Cop 
Possessive Brazilian 


POSSESSIVE BRAZILIAN 


Possessive Brazilian is an understatement. 


The first time | heard about machismo, possessiveness, 
jealousy, and obsession and how prevalent it can be in 
Latin romance, | thought it was just an exaggeration. 


But when I have my first hands-on, unwanted experience the 
first time my company sends me to Brazil | see that it’s no 
exaggeration at all. 


And neither is the bulge in the Speedo of the older man 
who comes to my rescue and tells the younger man my age 
“hands off” before taking matters into his own hands. 


Violence isn’t my thing, but neither are grabby guys. And 
when that older man throws out the pervy perpetrator for 
not knowing how to treat a lady | have to admit I’m really 
relieved...and totally turned on by this possessive alpha 
male. 


And when this possessive Brazilian tells me right away 
that I’m his I’m not sure it’s a case of déjà vu and | should 
grab my luggage and run right back to the airport, or grab 
him and for the first time in my life tell this real man that 
he’s mine too. 


And the more | see that he’s a real man who knows what 
he wants, and what he wants is me, | realize for the first 
time I’m ready to give him what I’ve been saving up all 
these years for one man and one man only. 


But | didn’t come down here looking for a Brazilian 
romance. | came here for work, and to look for another 
man that doesn’t even know | exist. My dad. 


But can | find my father while my possessive Brazilian is 
telling me he wants to be the father of my children? Or will 
my attempts turn futile when my possessive alpha male 
wonders why this younger woman is looking for another 
older man when he thought all along that we only had eyes 
for each other? 


*Possessive Brazilian is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger 
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CHAPTER 1 


Vitor 
“| said. Take. Your Fucking. Hands. Off. Her” 


I’ve been training and competing in Brazilian jiu-jitsu, 
boxing, Muay Thai, Judo, Shotokan, and a whole laundry list 
of other martial arts most people couldn’t even pronounce, 
let alone survive one second in, since | was five. 


And if this prick wants to live to see another day he better 
take his hands off this guest, my guest, at my hotel, here in 
Buzios, just over a hundred miles northwest of Rio de 
Janeiro, Brazil. 


I’m thirty-five now that gives me a thirty year head start on 
kicking this guy’s ass and showing him if you so much as 
give a woman an unwanted glance that makes her 
uncomfortable, and | see it or hear about it, you’ll have to 
deal with me. 


| don’t wait for women to complain. | do the “complaining” 
for them and | don’t do it with my mouth. 


| do it with my fists. 
But | always give the other person one chance to rectify 
their behavior real quick, assuming it wasn’t so far out of 


line that | have to take action immediately. 


| competed in mixed martial arts, or MMA as it’s known, for a 
living. I’m literally a lethal weapon and I’m not afraid to 


utilize everything I’ve learned over the years to do damage 
to a man who doesn't respect women. 


The man’s head turns, because no other parts of his body 
can. I’ve got my hand in a white-knuckle grip around his 
arm and can literally control his body’s entire movements 
like a puppet. 


And this clown better give me the answer | want. 


And speaking of answers, how is this beautiful woman who 
just arrived at the poolside going to answer when | tell her 
she’s mine? 


But in all honesty she won’t have to because it’s nota 
question. I’m going to show her I’m the only man for her. To 
win her hand and the second | do I’m going to put a ring on 
it and wife her up. Make her mine forever and get to work 
on putting babies inside that belly of hers. 


She may have a wrap, or sarong, or whatever those things 
are called that women wear over the top of their swimsuits 
on, but | can see through that transparent white fabric right 
down to her luscious curves. 


And does she ever have curves. 


I’m six foot four and | fight in the heavyweight division. To 
say I’m a big guy is a huge understatement. And I’ve got 
more testosterone in my little finger than most guys have in 
their entire family tree. And that means she’s got to be 
ready for the constant desire I’m going to have for her. 


Part of my training is being celibate and setting up camp in 
the middle of nowhere to avoid any and all distractions. I’ve 
been doing it my entire life and although each time I win a 


big fight, and I’ve won them all, women are literally throwing 
themselves at me. 


But the minute I’m out of the ring I’m right back into my 
relaxation and get-away-from-it-all place here in Buzios. 


Those stupid gossip mags have been trying to track me 
down for years, but they were never able to. 


Now that my career is over I’ve turned my knowledge of 
Buzios into an all-inclusive luxury resort and spa. 


And we've got some of the biggest celebrities and business 
owners from all over the world coming here, but none have 
ever been as important to me as her. 


And | can’t explain why, but the moment I laid eyes on her it 
was like a kick to the gut. 


That’s never happened to me before. Never 


Most women are all the same to me... trying to latch onto my 
celebrity status or money. | can see right through it. 


But when it comes to her | see something real. | can see an 
honest, genuine person behind those blue eyes of hers. 


| see a woman who has no idea who | am other than some 
guy who's probably terrifying her and coming to her defense 
all at the same moment. 


And that’s exactly what I’m going to do forever when | make 
her mine. 


The man mumbles something and his hand comes off her 
arm, but mine isn’t about to come off his as | escort him to 


the exit 


| shove him out myself, making sure to do so close to the 
camera so he can’t come back and say | broke his bones or 
something and then hire some two-bit lawyer to come after 
me. 


| nod to my head of security, Royce, to nonverbally 
communicate to him that this guy’s never allowed back 
inside again. 


But inside is exactly where | go, right back to the pool to 
apologize to that perfect young woman for this man’s 
behavior and to assure her he will never bother her again. 


And invite her to dinner like a real gentleman in the process. 


| may have been a brute when it came to fighting, but 
around people I’m all about respect and making sure they 
feel safe and have a good time without any preconceived 
notions, not that I’ve had much experience entertaining 
anyone other than MMA journalists over the years. And of 
course well over ninety percent of them are men and when a 
woman was around | always went out in mixed groups just to 
avoid waking up to any sort of fake hookup news the next 
morning. 


Hooking up is that last thing | want to do. 
| want something real and | want it with her. 


And | want to know her name. To hear the sweet sound spill 
off her lips like honey off a honey dipper. 


And | want to do a whole lot more than dip into her 
sweetness. 


| want everything. Her mind. Her soul. And her body. 


Just like what I put into my training all these years... every 
single ounce of myself. 


And that’s exactly what I’m going to put into making her 
mine. 


I’m the kind of guy who’s all in or nothing, and the second | 
step into the pool area and my eyes dart over to her chair | 
immediately realize nothing is exactly what | have. 

As in she’s gone. Nowhere to be seen. 


My eyes shoot right over towards the cocktail bar Not there. 


My eyes circle around to the towel kid. He’s sitting ona 
bench waiting to provide our guests with service. 


| look in the water. 
Not her, and I| don’t need much time to determine that. 


I’ve seen her once and the sight of her is branded into my 
permanent memory. She may have had that wrap on but | 
know she had on a navy blue bathing suit, quite a few 
shades darker than her eyes, that went perfect with those 
blonde locks that flowed from her pretty little head like 
autumn wheat in the wind. 


“| checked the area boss. He came by himself,” one of my 
other security guards, Thiago, says. 


“Where’s the girl?” 


“She's...” Tiago says scanning the area. “I’m not sure, sir. 
Should | find her?” 


| turn and stare at Thiago like my eyes are throwing darts at 
him. 


“On it, sir,” he says and disappears into the crowd of 
vacationers. 


| run through a quick checklist of places she might have 
gone. It’s unlikely she slipped out the back, and I doubt she 
paid just to use the pool. 


Which means she’s a guest. Which means she’s my guest. 
Which means she’s still here. 


Which means | will find her, no matter what it takes. 
A woman like that only walks into your life once and only a 
complete fool would give her so much as a chance to walk 


right out of it. 


And I’m no fool. Although | swear the thought of losing her 
is making my head spin. 


But | will find her if it’s the last thing I do. 


CHAPTER 2 


Vera 


The second my door opens | slip inside, shut the door, and 
slide behind the door my back pressing against it as | reach 
down and flip the deadbolt just to make sure no one gets 
inside. 


Leaning against the door | feel the iron chain causing me to 
flip around and fasten that as well. 


My back finds the door again as my eyes close and my 
fingers steeple as | breathe out hard into the open space in 
between my hands as the point where the tips of my two 
index fingers meet comes to rest right between my eyes as 
my head leans forward. 


“One one thousand. Two one thousand. Three one 
thousand,” | say as | breathe in through my nose and out 
through my mouth. 


I'd heard Latin men could be very machismo and dominant 
in their courting rituals, but that was next level. 


That first guy just grabbed my arm and told me to come 
swim with him. My eyes immediately told him no, but 
apparently like many men he’s not exactly an expert on non- 
verbal communication or sudden and extreme changes in 
body language and he simply took my slightly shocked, and 
more so scared shitless, look as an indicator that he simply 
needed to try harder. 


And was his body ever big and hard. And what was up with 
his ears? | remember reading about something called 
“Cauliflower ear” that guys who wrestle for long stretches of 
their life develop. He definitely seemed to have that, but 
even though he was big and scary he was no match for the 
second guy. 


He was ripped and buff, but in a way that made it look like 
his body was used as more than just a punching bag ora 
place to inject needles full of steroids. 


And what was the second guy? Maybe six foot three? Six 
four? Maybe six five? 


I’m terrible with numbers to start with and especially when 
I’m sitting down and that guy was hulking over me to the 
point he was blocking out the sun...as in all of it. 


It was like a cloud came by and took away all the sun where 
| was sitting, and | would have felt a cooling in the air if it 
wasn’t for the way he made me feel so hot inside. 


What’s wrong with me? 


| hate violence, but something about the way he handled 
that other guy was just...so damn hot! 


| shake my head from side to side and my butt pushes off 
the door as | walk into the bathroom to splash water on my 
face. 


I’m definitely not the best looking girl that ever lived, but 
still for many of my twenty-five years I’ve had to deal with 
pervy professors, guys who “accidentally” bumped into my 
chest or “mistakenly” brushed against my ass on the subway 


because they weren’t paying attention while the train was in 
motion. 


Yeah right. Judging by the tiny jabs from their groin, that 
felt more like a half roll of dimes, pressing against me, I'd 
say they knew fine and well what they were up to and the 
only mistake was mine in believing guys won’t try anything. 


And there was something about hearing that popping sound 
in that guy’s arm when the second guy, the handsome hunk, 
twisted his arm back and pushed him towards the door. 

| felt like for the first time in my life all those guys who’d 
tried to take advantage of their size and strength were 
finally getting their comeuppance. 


And speaking of come, where in the world did that bold 
Brazilian come from? 


Out of nowhere apparently. 
But definitely to my rescue. That’s for sure. 


And what else was for sure was that this guy definitely is not 
packing a half roll of dimes in that sexy Speedo of his. 


Good lord, | thought Speedos were reserved for Europe, but 
apparently not. 


And apparently his heritage is something special because 
his genes have me wanting to get out of my jeans after 
seeing the way he’s hung. 


But | didn’t pack a single pair of pants for this trip. 


This was all about coming down here to get away from it 
all...coming down to the land immortalized by Brigitte 
Bardot in the 1960’s and turning an unknown fishing village 
into a staple vacation spot for Rio’s high society. 


And of course to write an unbiased review of this resort for 
Jetset Girl Magazine, which is a bit of a misnomer, 
considering after three years with the company I make the 
grand sum of twenty-one thousand dollars a year. 


Not to mention this is my first time actually writing one of 
the many | write each week where | get to actually go to the 
property versus spending sixteen hours a day researching 
Google and Instagram trying to spin some sexy words into a 
review for the magazine so our advertisers can pitch all 
kinds of tented Botswana safaris at over five thousand 
dollars a night and Monaco martinis that would cost multi- 
year salaries from me to even be able to afford one sip. 


Although I am proud of the unbiased way we do our reviews. 


We call up to a year in advance and ask the hotel if they’re 
willing to provide a free accommodation in return for a 
review. If they agree, we simply tell them we'll be down to 
visit within the next twelve calendar months, but we don’t 
tell them the name of the reviewer or anything like that. We 
simply book a room, using a normal credit card, and then 
when it’s time to check out we provide the information that 
we are indeed with the magazine and the trip is comped. 


So no one at the hotel knows why I’m actually here. I’m just 
pretending to be another guest, although one of the reasons 
| was able to wiggle my way down here was because | had 
something else | needed to check up on in Rio, or quite 
possibly Buzios. 


Something I’ve been working on for years that has become 
sort of my life mission. 


To track down my biological father. 


Apparently he’s a surf instructor these days in either Barra 
da Tijuca, a neighborhood in the West Zone of Rio de Janeiro 
often referred to simply as Barra, or here in Buzios. 


| couldn’t believe it when | first saw his pictures on 
Instagram from a surf school in Barra. | knew it was him 
instantly. 


It was like | suddenly knew where | was from, and where 
home was, especially considering my mother died in an 
automobile accident and never had contact with my 
biological father because she felt she could do a better job 
raising me than getting help from some “beach bum.” 


Beach bum or not he’s still my dad and | have to meet him. 
And he still doesn’t even know | exist, which is why it took 
me an entire week to direct message the Instagram account 
of that surf school in Barra only to be told he’d moved on to 
Buzios, but that he might be back. 

They said he doesn’t even have a phone, which actually 
made me laugh. Now I know why I’m so bad with 
technology. 

But my dad isn’t my only man trouble at the moment. 


| still can’t get my mind off that guy at the pool. 


Are all guys in Brazil like that? 


How come more men back home don’t come to the aid of 
women more often? I’m all for woman empowerment, but 
sometimes a big, strong man can do a lot more than any 
words can...especially when another big, strong man has a 
hold of your arm. 


But I’m supposed to be here on holiday, and looking my dad. 
I’m not here to find a man. That’s for sure. 

And although I rarely drink back home | promised myself |’d 
try one of Brazil’s famous caipirinha, their national drink 
made with cachaça, which is a kind of sugarcane hard liquor, 


sugar and lime. 


And right now “finding” the bottom of a glass of that 
sweetness sounds about my speed. 


| need to chill out after what happened, and what needs to 
happen, on this trip. 


| pull out my travel guidebook and look at the 
recommendations for this quaint beach town, choosing a bar 
that looks just right. 


| can’t put my finger on why | put my finger on it in the 
guidebook, but that’s where I’m off to. 


Let’s just hope the guy from the hotel doesn’t see me. 


Or maybe let’s hope he does. 


CHAPTER 3 


Vitor 


I’ve got all my security guys ready to alert me if they see 
that woman...the one who’s name | have to know and make 
mine. 


| considered locking down the property, but even I’m not 
that crazy, not to mention | don’t want to scare the guests or 
get bad PR. 


If it was just me I'd do it in a heartbeat, but this place 
employs a lot of people and their livelihood is riding on how 
well this place operates and how many satisfied guests 
leave to tell their friends who then come and stay with us 
too. 


But it’s that girl | want to stay here... forever. 


I’ve got the penthouse suite and I’ve never considered 
Sharing it with anyone else. It’s my sanctuary. Mine 


But with her it will be ours. 


Our love nest where we get started on making a bunch of 
beautiful babies. 


Damn, since | saw her | keep having these thoughts of what | 
will name my first-born son... our first born son. 


But she doesn’t look local, which means I’ve got to convince 
her that my place has to become our place. 


“Jaguar is on the prowl. Back exit,” comes into my earbud 
from Thiago. “Want me to follow her, boss?” 


“No!” | snap at Thiago. “Sorry, Thiago. I’m just... stressed or 
something,” | say, but | know the truth. 


| don’t want anyone else looking at her let alone following 
her and getting a look at her backside. 


She’s mine and for my eyes only. And claiming her to 
Thiago ensures he’ll pass the message along to Royce who 
will let everyone know she’s mine. 


Some of the guys on my security team are already married, 
and I trust them completely. | never hire guys that | suspect 
might cheat on their wives. First of all because it angers and 
repulses me. And second of all because a cheater’s a 
cheater and if a man cheats on the woman he stood in front 
of the world with and promised to love and share his life with 
and then he can’t be trusted to do that... well what can he be 
trusted to do? 


Nothing as far as I’m concerned. 


| only hire people with a good character and | could see by 
her body language and her shyness that she’s that kind of a 
person. 


She may even be too trusting. She’s from a first world 
country without so much corruption, unlike here. 


| need to be with her at all times, to protect her. 
Unfortunately even from the cops who may try and issue her 
a fake ticket, but not so much in Buzios. 


But all of that won’t matter when the entire country knows 
the Brazilian Bad Boy, as they called me, has found a wife. 


No one will be foolish enough to ever cause her any trouble. 
But I’m in trouble if | don’t get to the back exit immediately. 


| move quickly after the “jaguar.” It’s the perfect nickname 
forher The jaguar is Brazil’s national animal and it’s long, 
sleek, and still has the sexiest curves regardless of whether 
it’s slender or muscular. 


And it’s sophisticated, which is how she looked lying by that 
pool. 


And it doesn’t show off when it stalks its prey, which is what 
she did by wearing that wrap around her perfect body which 
instantly made her my prey. 


Now I’m the hunter on her trail as | see her just ten yards 
outside the gate about to turn down a small cobblestone 
street. 


CHAPTER 4 


Vera 


“Your name!” The deep tone hits me in the back and echoes 
off the green trees which seem to be everywhere. 


| freeze mid-step as | feel goose bumps overtake my body. 
“You are the jaguar,” the voice continues. 
The jaguar? Asin the car or the animal? 


There are no cars on this street so he must be talking about 
the animal. 


Me, a jaguar? 


No one’s ever given me a nickname before and | never really 
thought of myself as such a sexy animal. 


A jaguar? I’m more of a big pussycat, especially knowing 
who’s standing behind me. 


| slowly turn around and there he is. 


He’s decked out in shorts that hit perfectly mid-thigh and a 
lightweight cotton polo and a pair of Jason Statham looking 
sunglasses. Are those Cartier? 


| love Ray Ban aviators on a man, but these say, “l'Il see 
your aviator’s and raise you until your luxury good budget is 
tapped...for the year.” They’re perfect, and not gaudy at all. 


And from this distance, and even with my cheapie 
sunglasses on, | can see this man means business. 


His legs are built like logs, and not just his thighs. His calves 
are thick and defined and perfectly compliment his powerful 
torso and upper body which starts off wide and quickly 
tapers to a V-shape. Even his neck is masculine. 


And his body language is just as congruent with the rest of 
his masculinity | don’t know how many guys I’ve seen these 
days stuffing their hands into the pockets of their cargo 
Shorts. 


Not him. 

No cargo pockets to be found and his hands are calmly by 
his side, almost like an old Wild West gunslinger as we stand 
in the little street separated by about thirty feet. 

But who’s gonna draw first? 

“It’s our national animal in Brazil,” he says answering the 
question | hadn’t asked out loud. “You belong in Brazil. Your 
attitude. Your personality. Your walk. And you belong with 
me.” 

Gulp! 

My throat tightens and | feel my muscles tense as my body 
starts shaking a bit. | even feel my eye twitching out of 
nervousness. 


| belong in Brazil? With him? 


“Join me for a drink,” he says and it’s not a question. 


“How do I know you won’t grab me like that last guy?” 


“That last guy will never bother you again. | made sure of 
that. I’m not the kind of man who goes around grabbing 
women. It’s not how | was raised. The only things | will grab 
will be your chair, to pull it out, and the bill, as a gentleman 
should.” 


Wow, this guy is good. Too good. 


His answer seemed natural and unrehearsed but that last 
line was a little too perfect. 


But even though he looks like a million bucks, and that he’s 
done about a million push-ups and sit-ups...just this 
morning, it doesn’t mean | should just throw myself at him. 


As a matter of fact I’ve never thrown myself at anyone. Or 
tossed, or given, or offered for that matter 


And it’s not because of some cliché b.s. daddy issues, which 
| don’t have. It’s simply because I’m saving myself for the 
one. 

The one who’s never seemed to come. 

Until him. 

This man who’s giving me nicknames and telling me I’m his. 
| should take off running in the other direction and cancel 
my reservation online, send someone to pick up my things 


so he doesn’t see me. 


But | trust him and I’m excited by him at the same time 


| work with plenty of women who tell me stories about their 
boyfriends and husbands and not once have | ever heard 
one where the guy claimed them. 


The only thing most of those guys seem to claim is that they 
were working late when in fact they were at some seedy 
strip club in a dodgy part of town, at least from the stories 
I’ve heard about men coming home late while smelling of 
perfume and cigarettes with disheveled clothing. 


And with a body like that | doubt he smokes, but | bet he 
sure smells nice. A man who takes care of his body and 
appearance like that must care about the way he smells too. 


Maybe | should just get a little whiff of him, just to see? 
“Where?” | ask. 


“I know a place, and you won’t find it in that overpriced 
guidebook you’re carrying.” 


“What’s wrong with my guidebook?” 


“Nothing, if you want to go to the places where everyone 
else from around the world will be while they’re getting 
overcharged for water-downed drinks while the true 
Brazilians are in the real places experiencing the energy of 
our country... together” 


“Your offer sounds too good to be true,” | say Knowing I’m 
extremely interested and want this kind of authentic 
experience so badly, but don’t want to appear desperate or 
come across as someone who just takes the advice of 
anyone she meets. 


“You're too good to be true, and that is why | am asking you 
to join me,” he says as he begins walking my way. 


| feel like my feet are stuck in quicksand. I’m not sure if | 
should run away from him or run towards him, but either 
way I’m not running anywhere anytime soon. 


| feel my heart accelerate with each step that he takes as | 
feel the rumble reverberate through the cobblestones and 
up through my thin rubber Havaianas, which I was lucky 
enough to find for five dollars last fall on a Summer close out 
rack. 


He called me jaguar but right now he’s the one who looks 
like the hunter and I’m his prey, judging by the way his 
shoulders sway as he glides towards me. 


| try and take deeper breaths in through my nose but it’s not 
helping and just as he reaches me he stops. 


And extends his hand. 


“Give me twenty minutes, and if you’re not having the time 
of your life l'Il pay for a cab to take you anywhere you like.” 


| look at his large palm and the calloused digits that extend 
from it. This is aman who’s done things with those hands, 
and suddenly I’m thinking of more than a few things I'd like 
those hands of his to do to me. 

“Twenty minutes?” 


“Fifteen if you prefer, but l'Il tell you right now that it’s only 
going to take five.” 


“Five?” | say louder. 


“Four minutes and fifty-nine seconds to walk there and one 
second to feel the atmosphere, the energy, the people, and 
let the samba enter your soul.” 


My hand slowly rises. It’s like | have no control over my 
bodily movements...like my mind is telling me this isa 
chance of a lifetime and not to blow it. What’s the worst 
that can happen? Well, actually | can think of a lot of things 
but there’s one thought that’s overriding the fear. 


Live a little, girl. 

| place my hand just over the top of his and pause, noticing 
how easily my tininess fits in his enormity. | like that he’s 
not too eager or grabby and a second later my hand 
descends those final few inches and | swear | feel his pulse 
as he takes my hand and lowers our hands down to our sides 
as | step forward to be by his side. 

Let the samba enter your soul? 


He didn’t mention the way the heartbeat in his hand would 
cause my own heartbeat to skip a beat. 


But he doesn’t skip a beat as we immediately set out 
towards this place he’s got me giddy about. 


| just pray it lives up to the hype...all the while secretly 
hoping | don’t come down from this high he’s giving me. 


“Vitor,” he says. 
“Vera,” | say. 


It’s perfect...just like you. 


CHAPTER 5 


Vera 


As we walk down the winding alleyways we suddenly exit 
the streets and walk along the beach before cutting back 
along some dirt track towards a large patch of trees. 


The speed he walks with requires me to move my feet fast to 
stay in rhythm, but I like the energy. | feel more alive and 
alert walking at a pace that’s much quicker than my usual. 


And then | hear it. 


The high-pitched squeaky timbre of the cuíca, a Brazilian 
friction drum used in samba music. But where is it coming 
from? 


As we approach the line of trees the sound intensifies and | 
can hear the sound of feet moving on the ground and people 


Clapping. 

Vitor pushes back a few of the smaller trees so | can pass 
when suddenly there’s a wooden fence of about eight feet in 
height. 


Just as we arrive a door springs open and a man extends his 
arm. 


“Viton” he says and the two men embrace. 


“This is the Jaguar,” Vitor says to his friend. “And this is 
Fabio,” he says. 


Fabio’s hand shoots out and he offers me a shake, never 
taking his eyes from mine as he shakes my hand in more of a 
professional manner and not quite as warm as he was with 
Vitor, although Fabio seems very smiley and happy. 


“Hurry guys. Inside,” he says as we step in and I’m 
immediately blown away by what | see. 


To my left there is an explosion of colors, drawings, and 
photographs at a simple outdoor bar with square wooden 
tables and chairs. 


But no one is at the tables. Everyone is in front of me and to 
my right dancing like it’s Friday night and they just got 
paid...or more accurately won the lottery. 


Suddenly | feel a hand on mine as I stand around looking at 
everything so dumbfounded with a huge smile on my face. 


“This way,” the gorgeous olive skinned woman says as she 
pulls me into a group of women dancing like they were born 
on a dance floor. 


The music overtakes me and my feet just move. I’m 
probably making a complete fool of myself but | don’t even 
care. This is so much fun! 


“I’m Victória, Vitor’s sister,” the woman says as she moves in 
ways | didn’t think were possible for the human body. 


“Vera,” | say extending my hand to her which she takes and 
Spins me around so quickly | almost lose my balance, but 
when I catch myself and look back at her she simply says, 
“You got it, Vera! You just have to let yourself go and trust 
the music and yourself,” as she continues moving and 


twisting her body in ways | didn’t think were humanly 
possible. It’s almost like she’s that little green Gumby 
character after downing about fifty energy drinks, but she 
does it all so elegantly, expressively, and with so much style. 


“It’s been five minutes,” | hear and turn quickly only to 
bump into Vitor’s big chest. My hands instinctively come up 
to brace myself and maybe they stay there an extra second 
or two just to make sure I’m not going to fall... for him fast. 


He takes my hands and starts dancing with me. The big 
man’s got moves. 


“Now’s your chance to go if you want,” he says as we move 
in and out together “I can call you a—” 


“Waiter,” I say. “So we can have a few drinks maybe?” 


“I'll be right back,” he says as my eyes linger on his thick 
back and super cute butt as the crowd parts as he slides to 
the bar. 


| make a mental note to remember that I’m having way too 
much fun and already feeling kind of crazy, and | haven’t 
even had a sip of alcohol. 


One and only one drink, | think to myself and the practical, 
logical, be safe side of me kicks in and | quickly jump into 
Vitor’s wake and follow him to the bar. 


| hate that | can be a real worrywart sometimes but I’ve 
heard too many stories of people getting drugged before 
and | don’t want to be the next victim. 


| trust Vitor, but | have to remember I’m still here to do two 
jobs...a review of the hotel and find my dad. 


And proceed to drop a bombshell on him. 


But the only bombs being dropped right now are these 
stunning women when they drop down to the music in a low 
squat with their big sexy booties seemingly bouncing off the 
floor. 


| make a mental note to myself that it’s okay to eat as much 
as | want from now on, as long as | start sambaing. Is that 
even a word? 


Vitor says a few words in Portuguese to the bartender and 
two drinks are quickly served along with what appears to be 
a healthy serving of jokes between the two. 


So apparently Vitor’s a regular here, which could be good or 
bad. 


l'Il just have to see as the night goes by. 
But so far | haven’t noticed any jealous looks or anything 
from other girls. And that makes me feel much more 


comfortable than the alternative. 


“Saude,” Vitor says as he raises his glass after handing me 
mine. 


“Saude!” | say, probably butchering the word, but he doesn’t 
try and correct me at all. He just clinks glasses with me and 
| take my first sip of a real caipirinha. 


“Oh! It’s sweet and refreshing,” | say. 


“Just like you, Jaguar,” he says as he takes my hand and 
leads me to the dance floor. 


Time flies by as | dance with Vitor off and on and the rest of 
the time | try, very unsuccessfully, to keep up with Victoria 
and her friends. 


They all just encourage me and give me compliments when | 
seem to do something right, but the music moves so fast 
when | do make a mistake it’s already in the past and 
forgotten. 


And while I’m at this amazing place I’m able to forget my 
past for a while. My mother’s death. My father’s non- 
existence in my life, not his doing though. My low paying 
job, which has suddenly provided a huge dividend with this 
trip and this adventure Vitor is giving me. And my non- 
existent sex, relationship, and personal life. 


The music and the people really make me think of one thing 
and one thing only. 


The future. 


And as crazy as it sounds | feel like maybe, just maybe, my 
future could be here. 


| mean my dad’s already here somewhere, right? 


| don’t exactly have some awesome job that’s tying me down 
back home. 


And supposedly I’m already the possession of one huge 
hunk named Vitor, a fun social guy that everyone seems to 
admire, respect, and maybe even fear just a bit. 


It definitely makes dancing in a group of girls way easier 
when not a single guy comes up to your group. 


And l'm not blind to the reason why. 
Him. 


My possessive protector...and maybe at some point more. 


CHAPTER 6 


Vitor 


| gave her the option to leave after five minutes. 
That was more than five hours ago. 
Closer to ten, but who’s counting? 


After the samba spot I took her to some of the other private 
places | go where | have friends and can slide in and out 
undetected. But I’m not moving undetected because | don’t 
want the world to know about her. 


Quite the opposite. 


| want everyone to know, but | have to be responsible and 
tell her what she’s getting herself into first by being seen 
with me. 


The press. The public. All that goes with it. 


And going is what I want the night to do...as in continue, but 
| know she’s a respectable young woman and will one day be 
mine officially, and | will afford her all the respects that 
come with that no matter how much internal fortitude that 
requires. 


Because damn do I ever want to invite her to my room right 
now and do all the things I’ve been thinking about doing to 
her since the moment I laid eyes on her. 


Tasting her Touching her Smelling her Feeling her. 


Hearing her call out my name when | satisfy her like no man 
ever has. 


And something inside me tells me that she’s never even 
allowed another man the opportunity She has an 
introverted, thoughtful way about her that tells me she 
doesn’t do things on spur of the moment impulses. 


If she’s in it, she’s in it for real... because she’s moved not 
only physically, but emotionally and mentally as well. 


In other words... she’s in love. 


And that’s exactly the kind of woman she is which is just 
another reason why she’s perfect for me. 


As we approach the front gate to the resort her sandal 
catches in one of the cobblestones and just as she begins to 
lose her balance and tumble forward my hands dart to her 
waist, grabbing her...steadying her... pulling her in close. 


So close | can feel the heat of her breath on my chest, and 
the warmth of her fingers on my arms. 


“You saved me...again,” she says. 

“And you saved me.” 

“From what? Your life seems perfect. | mean | don’t know 
everything about you or anything like that but you seem like 
you have a great group of friends, you live or vacation ina 


beautiful place, and your sister was so kind and generous.” 


“She likes you.” 


“I'm grateful for that, and that you introduced me to her.” 
“And she trusts you, which is most important.” 


She looks up at me and | know now is the time. | can’t resist 
this any longer. 


“Do you trust me?” 


“Well, you didn’t get me drunk, or drug me, and you did 
walk me back to my hotel so I’d have to go with a big fat 
yes.” 


“How about a big fat kiss on those subtle lips of yours,” | say. 


| watch as her face softens and her lips begin to part and my 
head moves forward stopping just short of her mouth, 
knowing there’s only one first kiss... ever. 


And I want ours to be perfect. 


And a postcard perfect cobblestone street with a single lamp 
post shining down from above on my angel in one of the 
most beautiful beach towns in the world definitely qualifies 
as perfect to me. 


And from the heaviness of her breath and the sexual tension 
between us that we're so close to breaking I’d say it qualifies 
as perfect to her too. 


| move the last couple of inches and taste the sweetness of 
those plump lips as her body melts into mine as electricity 
shoots through me and confirms what | already knew. 


She’s. The. One 


CHAPTER 7 


Vera 


| spent the entire night floating on cloud nine, in the most 
comfortable bed I’ve ever slept in. | wouldn’t be surprised at 
all if it cost more than | make in a month. 


But what you can’t put a price tag on is the incredible, 
intimate, authentic “experience” Vitor gave me yesterday. 


And by experience | mean the kind of toe curling chills up 
your spine that every girl dreams of. 


And from the way he kissed me, he dreams of too. 


| feel so much more alive down here already. It’s crazy. 
There is no political correctness, which is a bit odd at times, 
but the definite differences and dynamics between men and 
women are celebrated here. And I’ve never felt more 
feminine, small, and beautiful as a result. 


I’m not sure it would work that way back home, but here it 
just does. And it’s more than just people with class and cash 
living the kind of carefree lifestyle I’ve always dreamed of. 


| feel like some soulless travel writer when | say that there’s 
just something in the air down her in Buzios, but darn it if 
it’s not true. 


And after having a night to reflect and think on it | know my 
feelings for Vitor are just as true. 


And what’s scary and gets my blood pumping at the same 
time is that his feelings for me are equally as honest. 


There’s something to be said about holiday romances. Heck 
there’s even an entire category of romance novels dedicated 
to the subject, and in those the heroine always gets her 
happily ever after. 


But this is real life and the odds of something permanent 
happening between Vitor and me are about as likely as me 
mastering the samba like Victória and her friends. 


Give me a year and maybe | could be ten percent as good as 
they are. 


But I’ve only got a total of four days in the country. That’s 

the average length of a stay in Buzios, plus it ties in nicely 
for a long weekend from North America, if you can stomach 
the long flight, so that’s how long I’m here. 


I’m trying to replicate the experience for work, while trying 
to find my father for personal reasons. 


And the clock is ticking. 


PKK AK AK OK KK KKK 


| soend the morning scouring the Internet, yellow pages, and 
any other kind of classifies | can to track down surf schools 
hoping | might find my biological father. 


No luck. And when the guy at the front desk seems a bit 
anxious and nervous when | ask if he can help me make 
some calls when he gets off if | promise to give him a nice tip 
or buy him a lunch or something, | start wondering what’s 
going on. 


Until he finally mentions something about not wanting to 
upset the boss. 


The boss? 


Why wouldn’t the boss want the guys at the reception to 
help the guests? That doesn’t make sense. 


But when | bump into Vitor in the lobby | start to wonder if 
he’s somehow connected to this hotel. 


Maybe when he pulled that guy off me he was just doing his 
job. 


Maybe when he took me out and showed me a good time he 
somehow could tell | was a travel writer and he was trying to 
get a good review. 


And maybe I’m overthinking this way too much and | just 
need to relax and realize it’s okay for someone as desirable 
as Vitor to be attracted to me. I’m no pushover, but I’ve 
never been treated like this before so it does make me 
wonder a bit what the end game is here. 


Why me? Why now? 


“How was your morning?” Vitor says as he leans in and 
kisses each of my cheeks. The light touch of his thick 
fingers on my upper back reminding me of his manliness 
and reminding me to either put my panties into the laundry 
bag in my room for a good cleaning or to pick up some fresh 
pairs. They seem to be in a constant state of dampness 
since yesterday and it has nothing to do with the humidity. 


“Good. Thank you.” 


After a couple minutes of small talk, or more accurately Vitor 
making strong, direct, unflinching eye contact while | talked 
non-stop he patiently listened then invited me for a boat 
trip. 


“There are over twenty beaches here on Buzios. With an 
escuna we can see some of the most beautiful ones.” 


“What’s an escuna?” 


“It’s our word for a schooner. My friend has one in the port. 
We can be out on the water as soon as you’re ready.” 


| pause to think it over. Vitor did show me the time of my 
life yesterday and spending another afternoon with him 
sounds like a blast and would be good for my article. 


But I’ve seen and experienced enough already to write a 
good piece about the city and the resort. 


What I'd really like to do is track down my dad. 
“Where are the best beaches for surfing?” | ask. 
“There are a few known places. | can show you.” 
“Do you know the owners?” 

“Owners?” 

“Of the surf schools?” 


“We don’t need a surf school. | can show you how. | know 
how to surf.” 


Of course. Another reason he’s perfect. 


“But | was just thinking a lesson could be fun,” | say, trying 
not to reveal too much. | don’t want to leave him in the 
dark, but | don’t exactly want to talk about some deep 
family issue right now and potentially dampen his day. 


“No problem. We can do whatever you like. And if you want 
to take a surf lesson | have a full body wetsuit you can 
borrow,” he says. 

“But isn’t the water warm enough?” 

“It is, but | don’t want other men looking at you.” 

Here we go again. 

I’m torn. If the guy at the front desk would help me I could 
just make some calls. It might take me an hour, with him 
translating. 

But apparently Vitor’s put out the word that I’m his, or 
maybe people are starting to notice, and now it’s like | have 
to run everything through him. 


It’s like I’m in The Godfather and he’s Don Corleone. 


This is his country and apparently his city, at least in some 
respects. 


If there are two words I’ve learned when it comes to 
traveling abroad they’re “local knowledge.” | write about it 
all the time, from my cramped cubicle. 


It’s time for me to take my own advice and practice what | 
preach. 


“Let’s go then,” I say. “But! want you to call some surf 
schools for me. I’m trying to find someone.” 


“No problem. Just give me the name and if he’s in Buzios l'II 
find him by the time we get back.” 


How can he find him if we’re out on the ocean? He is 
connected here, and apparently more than | know. 


“David. David Rogers,” | say as | notice my voice has 
softened and my speech slowed slightly Just saying his 
name affects me. 


“| think that’s a somewhat common name combination, but | 
can tell he’s one of a kind to you.” 


| nod. 


“Can you give me any more details so | can make sure to 
track down the right one?” 


| nod again. “He’s...a surf instructor,” | say. 

| see Vitor’s look harden as his nostrils flare and | swear | can 
hear his teeth grind as he’s trying to stay calm but visibly 
losing the internal battle. 

“What does he mean to you?” 

“He’s special, but not in a way you might expect.” 

Vitor steps in closer to me and I’m not sure if | made the 
right decision by telling this possessive man another man’s 


name. The last thing | want to do is put anyone in danger... 
especially my father 


“When I told you you were mine I meant it. And I will not 
lie,” he pauses the intensity on his face growing even more. 
“Hearing you speak another man’s name makes me angry, 
but there are two things | must remember. | trust you. | 
truly do. And I never asked you if you were married, 
because | was sure you were meant to be mine. So I will ask 
you one time and one time only. If you are married I'll 
respect that and | will be forced to walk away, no matter how 
difficult that will be for me. But if no man has stood in-front 
of the world and claimed you, and | mean by putting a ring 
on your finger and showing you off to the world like any man 
who was lucky enough to be that man who finds the woman 
of a lifetime, then | will continue to pursue you with 
everything | have.” 


| don’t immediately reply or even move. 


“But if you have a boyfriend, then | don’t care. Because | am 
not concerned about any boys. And any man not to realize 
right away what he’s found when he’s found you doesn’t 
deserve you. | Know what I’ve found and | will not let you 
get away...only if you are married then | must resume the 
life | led up until yesterday even though | will go to my grave 
knowing the greatest opportunity in my life to live a 
complete and perfect life has been missed. So I will ask you, 
my sleek, exotic, sophisticated Jaguar...are you married?” 


| shake my head from side to side. 
ad Say it.” 
“I’m not married,” | say. 


“I'll meet you in the lobby in three minutes ready to go 
boating,” he says as he leans in and kisses me gently on the 


forehead and then is quickly gone. 


| exhale hard not even realizing | was holding my breath the 
entire time he was talking. 


Oh my god is he intense. 


If Maria Elena in Vicky Cristina Barcelona had a brother 
sometimes | think he would be it! 


CHAPTER 8 


Vera 
That evening after boating 


Our day on the boat was incredible. We went to multiple 
beaches. We swam. He did give me that private surf lesson, 
and | didn’t need a wetsuit since he was there. 


The feeling of being in the ocean moving around and the 
water washing over me was like nothing | could ever 
describe. And I’m not even much of a sporty person. 


| definitely need to get out from behind my computer more 
often. 


And we even managed to see a few surfers out and about 
but no one who looked like my dad. There were a pair of 
binoculars on the boat and | zoomed in a few times until | 
noticed Vitor was looking at me funny. He probably thinks | 
was checking out the guys but in reality | only have eyes for 
him. 


And | almost told him how | feel about him at lunch, which 
was of course freshly caught off the boat by the small crew 
he had on board and also prepared on the spot. Another 
first for me. The first time | enjoyed seafood like that. 


| guess it makes a bigger difference than | thought when it’s 
not in a bag frozen to the bottom of the back of the freezer 
in the supermarket. 


But when | opened my mouth to finally reveal my emotions 
this afternoon, at that exact moment Vitor was quick to put 
two fingers up to my lips which contained a small bite of 
brigadeiro, basically an incredibly tasty chocolate muffin 
that’s famous in Brazil. It was like a divine intervention 
telling me not to use one second to verbalize what | was 
feeling, but instead to just keep feeling it..just keep living. 


And that’s exactly what I’ve been doing since | met 
him...living, in a way that's truly incredible. Just enjoying 
each moment without needing to stop and think about it. 


And | wanted to continue that enjoyment when we returned 
to the resort so when we did | went back up to my room to 
get ready as quickly as | could so! could get to being where 
| belong...back by his side, which is where I’m headed right 
now. 


| make my way back down to the lobby of the resort only to 
find Vitor is already there waiting on me. Not to mention 
he’s dressed like a million bucks and looks like he’d done at 
least a million or more reps in the gym over the course of his 
life. 


“There she is...my beautiful,” Vitor says as he walks toward 
me to offer me his arm. 


It’s not like | have on high heels, or there are any 
cobblestones to trip over here inside the resort, but still it’s a 
nice gesture. 


“You look incredible, as always,” he says. 


“Thank you,” | say trying not to blush too much. “So do 
you.” 


“Ready?” 

“You haven’t told me for what?” 

“Well, it’s been a long time since lunch and we did a lot of 
activities today... plus | heard your stomach growling 


earlier,” he says. 


“Oops,” | say leaning into him as the palm of my other hand 
finds his chest. 


“It’s okay. Mine was too. So! was thinking we could grab a 
bite. | know just the spot.” 


“Sounds great, and if it’s half as good as lunch on the boat 
then I can hardly wait.” 


“Half as good? It’s better times two,” he says. 


| would find it hard to believe, but since it’s him and he 
hasn’t steered me wrong yet I’m going to go with it. 


CHAPTER 9 


Vitor 


As she sips on a dessert wine and | sip on my caipirinha, | 
prepare to give her the news. 


I’m trying to control my thoughts and get my emotions in 
check, but I’m failing right now. 


It’s not like we’ve know each other long, or that she even 
planned to come to Buzios to be with me, but still... she’s 
mine. 


| don’t Know why she’s interested in other men, although 
something tells me this isn’t in the romantic sense. 


And my gut feeling was confirmed by my hotel staff because 
| just don’t see her being with this guy. As a matter of fact 
they almost look alike. 


“| have news for you,” | begin and | see her ears perk up as if 
she was waiting on this. 


| can tell that she can already tell what this news is about. | 
want to ask her who this guy is, but | also don’t want to blow 
my chance with her. 


| really got to know her today and | know she’s a good girl... 
the best actually. 


Maybe because I’m an older guy I’m a little bit paranoid of 
the younger generation. All those dating apps and social 


networks got big at a time when | was really busy and 
focused on my career so | never got into them. 


Sure, | had tons of followers and everything but my accounts 
were managed by someone else, and we were always very 
clear and transparent about that. 


But I’ve heard other fighters and people talk about how it’s 
so tough to have a relationship these days with all the ways 
there are to hook-up. 


Hooking up is never what | wanted, went after, or even did. 
There are plenty of reasons why but one of the biggest one 
is | know how hard I put my all into my life and | want 
someone who puts their all into me, because that’s exactly 
what I’m going to do with her. 


As far as I’m concerned there are no other women in this 
world except Vera and the women in my family. 


And | hope she feels the same about the men in her life. 
She only needs one. Me. 


“David Rogers has been located,” | say as | watch her jaw 
drop and feel my chest sink a little bit in response. 


“But he’s gone until late tomorrow night,” | continue and see 
her mood change slightly at the news before she seems to 
realize that that’s okay. Now she’s the one wearing her 
emotions on her sleeve while | keep mine tight to my chest. 


“I can bring you to him...if that’s what you want,” I say. 


She nods. “Yes. That would be incredible if you could do 
that,” she says. Suddenly she’s out of her chair and has her 
arms wrapped around me as she kisses me hard on the 
mouth, making me realize my worries were unfounded as | 
expected. 

“And | have more news for you,” | say. 

“Oh?” 


“There is another resort not far from here called Kenoa. I'd 
like to go there right now... with you.” 


“For a drink?” she asks. 

“We can do that too,” | say. 

“I’m up for a walk along the beach and one more.” 

“It’s not a walk along the beach... at least not from here.” 
“How do we get there then?” 

“By jet.” 

“Jet?” 


“By helicopter provides much nicer views, but we’d have to 
stop multiple times and it would take all night.” 


“You have access to both?” 


“| have very generous friends,” | say, “who will help me even 
at this hour.” 


“But what are we going to do at the resort that we can’t do 
around here?” 


“Make love in the best resort I’ve ever seen while the ocean 
laps at the sand just outside our window.” 


She pauses, moving her upper body back from me but 
keeping her arms around my neck. 


“| have to tell you something,” she says. 

“Okay,” | say in a lower tone. 

“I've... I’ve been saving myself for the one,” she says. 
“I must tell you something as well.” 

“Okay.” 

“I have too.” 


| watch as her gaze freezes as she processes exactly what 
that means. 


“When I told you you were mine I meant it. And when I say 
something it’s forever.” 


“But | have to go back home in a couple days.” 

“You don’t have to go anywhere but to the resort with me 
tonight if you're ready. And if you decide you'd like to stay 
here in Brazil, with me of course, | have people that can 
easily make that a reality.” 


“How? Who?” 


“It doesn’t really matter, but it’s completely legal.” 


“But how do you know all these different people? Why does 
everyone at the hotel treat you so special? Why when | 
asked for help locating my father at the hotel did the 
receptionist seem nervous?” 


It’s her father | can see she realizes she let it slip out, but 
I’m not going to point it out. | want her to feel safe talking 
about anything and everything with me. I want her to know 
she always can, without judgment or questions that she 
doesn’t need or want. 


“Because the hotel... belongs to me.” 
“Just like me?” 


“Not like that. The hotel belongs to me in title... in deed. 

You belong to my soul, as I belong to yours. And I’m ready 
to show you that tonight when I put a baby right here,” | say 
placing my hand gently on her stomach. 


Her arms release from around me and she slowly goes back 
to her side of the small dinner table. 


Her eyes lock back on mine as | return her gaze, saying 
nothing. 


| don’t want to pressure her at all. | want her to have all the 
time she needs to make a conscious decision about what she 
wants to do. 


I’m going to take her to see her father no matter what her 
answer is in regards to leaving for the other resort tonight. 
I’m a man of my word. 


But words can’t describe her beauty or how much | want her 
to go with me now. I can call the pilot and have our ride 
ready in less than twenty minutes. 


These are all things | can do without a second thought, just 
like making her mine. 


It required no conscious decision-making. As crazy as it 
sounds it was love at first sight. | realize that and I’m not 
afraid to admit it, even though | may be this big, burly guy 
with a reputation as a dangerous combat sports fighter. 
Latin American people are known to be a passionate group, 
but my whole life I’ve been mostly calculated. And that’s 
because my whole life was about my career. 

And now, just like that, the passion that has been inside me 
all these years...the passion that | repressed...the passion 
that | though somehow skipped over me has hit me with its 
full force. 

Because of her 


| want to ravish her and make a big, happy family with her 
immediately. 


She’s the one. The one to be my first and | will be her first. 
And that all starts with tonight. 

And then our first child. 

And then a second and a third and who knows how many. 


I’ve felt over fifty thousand people cheer my name as | 
walked into a ring before. For those moments | was cool as a 


cucumber 

But right now? | can barely breathe. 

This means more to me than anything else ever has. 
And I need that yes from her. 


She stands up from her seat never taking her eyes off mine 
as she extends her hand to me. 


“I'm ready,” she says. 


| take her hand in mine and bring it to my mouth, kissing the 
back. 


And with that | stand and interlock her fingers in mine and 
with my free hand | hit the number one on my phone. 


| programmed the pilot’s number in as the number one 
speed dial on my phone before dinner because | don’t want 
to lose one second. 


| want every moment in this life that | can...spent with her. 


CHAPTER 10 


Vera 


As the helicopter descends next to Kenoa Resort right along 
the coast | remember a book | read years ago that came out 
way back in 1983. 


In it the author mentions that the upper class isn’t the 
highest class. There is one higher that he refers to as the 
top class, which remains out of sight. They frequently hide 
from the masses and have completely hidden homes, unlike 
the upper class which like to show their wealth. 


On the ride over Vitor opened up about his past and about 
his career in MMA. Thinking back to Fussell’s book, he 
mentions that the top class makes their money from 
inheritance alone meaning Vitor wouldn’t qualify in regards 
to his definition. 


But what Vitor is showing me is sort of that top class now 
that he’s accumulated wealth and status and everything 
that goes along with it. And he does it in a way where he 
hides out of sight, like that top class. 


It makes me realize that all that writing | was doing for work 
wasn’t about holidays for the wealthiest people, as I’d 
thought. There was another even more wealthier group that 
existed all this time. 


And | feel like Vitor’s letting me into this secret society...one 
that he’s apparently cracked into himself through hard work 
and good decision-making. 


Regardless of whether the author of that book was right, | do 
see the possibility that he might just be. At the time I read 
the book | found it almost humorous in places, because | was 
ignorant that there was truly a life like this that existed. 


And even though I’m a simple girl who is more than happy 
with a bowl of guacamole and another of chips in front of me 
as | watch the sunset on a public beach, | have to admit it’s 
incredibly interesting to see this lifestyle...and experience it. 
And tonight will be the experience I’ve waited on my entire 
life. | feel like Vitor has been giving me all these gifts since 
we first met, and now I’m about to give him the biggest gift | 
can in return. 

My love. 


And not to be outdone he is going to give me the same gift 
in return. 


| don’t deserve this guy, but am I ever happy he chose me. 
And | definitely choose him... for everything. 


| have no idea what tonight is going to bring, and that’s part 
of the fun. 


And I have even less of an idea what these last couple of 
days in Brazil will bring and how this can all work out. 


But | know it will. 


Because | know | love him and he loves me. 


CHAPTER 11 


Vera 


As midnight approaches | slowly seat myself on the sand as 
Vitor goes to grab a couple drinks from the bar. 


| pull up the resort online and look quickly, thinking how | 
can add a second review to the one | already have to submit 
for Vitor’s resort. 


That is if | make it back home. 


At the pace he’s blowing my mind, and the offer he made 
earlier, it’s a very real possibility | might not. 


If you find paradise you grab it with both hands and hold on 
tight, right? 


I'd be foolish to leave here anytime soon, even though 
falling in love so quickly and giving myself to this man 
would have seemed foolish if you told me anything remotely 
like this could have happened just a few days ago. 


But he’s not “this man” he’s “the man.” A man I’ve built a 
connection with today and yesterday. 


Yesterday was more about fun and excitement, and today 
had plenty of that as well, but we had more time to talk 
today and we bonded over our love of travel and hotel 
design...especially eco-hotel design. 


And the Kenoa Exclusive Beach and Spa Resort, as it’s full 
name goes, is exactly that. 


| read some reviews and see the incredible high scores it’s 
received from guests before | click over to their website and 
read a passage that catches my eye. 


Your feet press into soft sand. Sea foam caresses your toes. 
It’s the edge of South America, but it feels like the edge of 
the world, Blue upon blue unfurls: the vastness of the 
Atlantic Ocean and an endless indigo sky. You exhale, 
stresses dissolving like dew under the hot Brazilian sun. 
Walking along the ocean’s edge, blues turning to greens: 
Jagged cacti and palm trees fringed like the sleeves of 
Showgirls. You walk across natural wood slats and collapse 
onto your daybed under a eucalyptus tree. In an instant, 
serenity turns to inspiration, and the idea you’d been 
searching for appears. You pick up a pen and excitedly begin 
to write... 


| feel like those few sentences are speaking directly to me. 


I’m so inspired right now, not to mention | literally felt my 
toes press into the sand as | was reading the words. 


The resort literature is there, challenging me to write better 
and make a difference in the world. If they’ve made this 
place under such high ecological standards then why can’t 
more places? 


| admire the owner's vision, but I get the vision | really want 
when | see Vitor take a seat beside me. 


“Hey,” he says, handing me a glass. 


“Hey,” | say. 


“You okay?” 
“Actually? Never better | just wanted to say thank you.” 


“For what?” he asks. He was about ready to offer a cheers 
but he pulls his glass back, seemingly so intent on my 
words. 


“Everything. | mean just that crazy way you claimed me 
even. It sounds like something completely over the top 
pulled from the pages of an instalove romance.” | pause. 
“Did you know | started reading those years ago and they 
are what inspired me to start writing?” 


“| didn’t, but I’m glad that you found inspiration and it lead 
you here...to me.” 


“| don’t think it was by chance,” | say as some of that water 
rolls up right over the top of my feet gently caressing them 
and then heading back out to depths of the ocean. 


“| know it wasn’t,” he says as he leans in closer. 

He places one hand in the sand behind me which allows his 
face to come right into mine as he just takes in the sight of 
me. 

“You know your eyes glow in this light?” he asks. 

“Really?” 

“They're almost a surreal shade of blue because the 
moonlight refracts off the surface of the ocean, but the 


ocean is constantly in motion making your eyes look even 
more alive than they already are.” 


“Can | tell you something?” 


“Of course,” he says still so close to me adding to the 
intimacy. 


“I've been in motion for a long time myself... just like that 
ocean. That’s one of the reasons | came down here to find 
my father. I’m tired of not really knowing where I’m going or 
to be honest...who | am. | want to solve that riddle once and 
for all. And in coming down here looking for answers to 
questions | found the best answer of all, to a question | 
didn’t even realize | still had so much faith in. The one 
every little girl dreams of.” 


“When will you fall in love?” 

| nod. 

“I can tell you one thing,” he says. 
“Tell me,” | say. 


“If you asked me that same question | could give you the 
answer right now.” 


“Okay,” I say “When will you fall in love?” 
“| already did...the moment I laid eyes on you,” he says and 


we both lean towards each other at the same moment and 
our lips meet softly, but with a very apparent passion. 


CHAPTER 12 


Vera 
The moment we place our drink glasses on the counter back 
inside the resort he scoops me up and carries me into our 
villa. 


The first thing I see is the infinity-edged plunge pool that’s 
heated with solar energy. 


And when my head turns | see a traditional Japanese ofuro 
tub made of fragrant hand-planed cedar wood. 


“So we have an infinity pool, a Japanese bath, and the sea 
right in front of us?” | ask 


“Water everywhere you go,” he says. 
“Did you know | was a Pisces?” | ask. 
“Is that the fish sign?” 

| nod. 


“| didn’t know, but | saw how much you loved the water out 
there today so | figured you'd love this place.” 


“| do,” | say as he sets me down on the white sheets of the 
bed. 


At the foot of the bed are three huge plates of floor to ceiling 
glass and a direct view of the waves rolling in from the 


ocean. 


There’s a slight overhang at the top of the glass where 
apparently there is some sort of exotic grass being used as 
the roof. 


And there’s even a black out blind, but it’s not one of those 
simple rolling things you can pick up at the department 
store. It’s like a Balinese mat that apparently rolls up and 
then unrolls down to provide complete darkness, privacy, 
and anonymity. 


“I might be getting sand on the bed,” | say. 


“This place is all about being one with nature so there’s no 
need to worry,” he says with a relaxed look that quickly 
turns intense when he utters, “and I’m all about being one 
with you.” 


| watch as he slides his belt out through the loops and 
pushes his pants down his legs and off, our shoes having 
been removed when we arrived and they’re apparently still 
up at the reception area. 


He reaches for his shirt and lifts it up and over his head 
showing me the view of his body that | saw all day out on 
the boat. 


But this is different. This time he’s lit by moonlight and not 
the harsh rays of the midday sun. 


And then | watch as he grabs the side of his boxer briefs, 
never taking his eyes from mine as his narrow when he 
slides them down the sides of his thighs and | see his cock 
spring out of the fabric and into the air. 


“Whoa,” | say. 


“That’s what I’ve been saying since the moment | saw you,” 
he says. “And a whole lot more.” 


“Like what?” | tease. 


“Like when will | start making babies with her? How many 
babies will we have? How big will our family become and 
how much of a legacy will we make together?” 


“I like the sound of that.” 


“And | know I’m going to like the sound of your moans when 
| pleasure every single inch of your body right now,” he says. 


| reach for my pants and slide out of them quickly. 


“Ut uh uh,” he says raising a finger “Not so fast. First | have 
to...” 


He reaches for something and suddenly I hear a match strike 
as he lights a candle that sits on a cast iron candleholder 
that’s intricately woven iron and over two feet in height. 

And when combined with the fact that it’s on a table that’s 
also about three feet it’s well over the height of my head... if 
| were standing. 


But I’m not. I’m flat on my back looking at him and the 
ocean that surrounds him on both sides out through the 
window. 


And now the candlelight frames my view, of the ocean and 
of him. 


“Is that vanilla?” | say taking a deep breath in. 


“It’s perfect is what it is,” he says as he moves over towards 
another candle just like the first that frames the other side of 
the glass. “Did you know vanilla is a natural aphrodisiac?” 


“You're a natural aphrodisiac,” | say as | admire the tight 
muscles that form his body. The thickness of his back. The 
bulge in his biceps. The power in his legs. And that tush 
that | just want to squeeze, or better yet pull into me as his 
hips move in and out sending his cock into me as well. 


“Now,” he says turning his attention away from the candles 
and back to me. “Let me watch you as you undress for me 
and me only.” 


| remove my shirt and toss it to the side, watching as his 
cock tenses up and then falls back to horizontal. His 
erection is massive and | can already see the tip glistening 
with pre-come. He’s ready. 


And from the wetness | can feel in my cotton panties, | can 
feel I’m ready too. 


CHAPTER 13 


Vitor 


| watch as her hands reach around behind her as she finds 
the clasp on her bra and unhooks it. 


As her hands come back forward she places her forearm over 
her chest as she carefully slides her bra out from 
underneath. 


“You're going to tease me some more... make me wait 
longer?” 


She smirks. 

“You know what happens when you tease a wild animal?” 
“What’s that?” 

“They bite,” | say. 

“Maybe that’s what | want.” 

“Maybe you're going to get it regardless.” 

| take a step closer to the bed, leaning forward and 
spreading my arms putting one hand down on each side of 
her on the bed as I bring my head height level with hers as | 


take a dominant position. 


“Show me what’s mine,” | demand. 


Her smirk disappears as her eyebrows raise and her hand 
slowly moves away from her chest as she exposes her 
perfect breasts to me. 


“God, they're perfect. You're perfect.” 


Even in the mix of moonlight and candlelight | can see her 
blushing. 


“You know how badly I’ve wanted to see your beautiful 
breasts all day? How tempted | was to grab that string on 
your swimsuit and pull it, freeing your breasts and taking 
them in my mouth right there on the open ocean.” 


“Why didn’t you?” 


“Because you're a lady and I respect you. And you never 
know who'’s out there with one of those superzoom lenses 
watching us, trying to get a picture they can sell to the 
tabloids.” 


“They're just boobs,” | say. 


“They're not just boobs. They're the perfect breasts that will 
feed my children, but first | have to taste them for myself,” | 
Say as my hands slide forward on the bed and my legs come 
up off the floor and onto the bed as | get right up on top of 
her and over her. 


“You're so small when you’re underneath me,” | say. 
“Anyone would be.” 
“But no one will ever be. Only you. You’re the one and only. 


The only one who will see me from this position and I’m the 
only one who will ever see you like this,” | say with just the 


thought of that making the hardness of my cock feel like it’s 
about to stretch right out of my skin. 


| place one hand on the side of her breast and run it around 
the top counterclockwise before squeezing lightly 


A whimper escapes her just as | moan and my mouth comes 
crashing down on her areola, finding her rock hard nipple 
and flicking it inside my mouth with my tongue causing her 
back to arch sending her chest deeper into my face. 


My other hands grabs her back as | lift her entire torso 
towards me as I suck hard on her nipple and then release, a 
popping sound filling the room. 


| look like a hungry jaguar that’s just tasted blood and | want 
more. 


But she’s the jaguar... my jaguar with her sleek beauty and 
curves, and the curve of her breast is enticing me to dive 
right back in, which | do but this time on the other side 
taking her dry skin and making it wet with juices from my 
mouth. 


| flick her nipple again, but this time | can’t resist taking it 
super delicately between my teeth, but | don’t bite down 
even though everything inside me wants to. 


| release before | do something too over the top, but 
apparently she’s reading me like an open book. 


“Don’t stop yourself. Lose control. | know you want to. | feel 
it. And I want you to too.” 


“Il can’t. It’s your first time. It’s my first time. It’s our first 
time together.” 


“I know and I’ve got twenty-five years of pent up desire that 
needs out, and you’ve got even more. | can’t think straight. 
| can barely breathe. Take me and make me a woman... your 
woman,” she says. 


“Mine,” | say hearing the air going in and out of my nostrils 
as her words cause my heart rate to increase even more. 
“You are mine,” | say. 


“Yours,” she says. “And you are mine.” 


“There’s no going back. Once | let loose | can’t be held 
responsible for what happens,” | say and damn do I mean it. 
“You may see a side of me you’re not ready to see.” 


“I'm ready for everything. Show me. I want it all. | want to 
be yours. Make me yours, Vitor.” 


The sound of my name sets me off as | grab the sides of her 
panties and tear them away and my face dives into her 


pussy. 


| lick straight up her middle like a hungry dog before | kiss 
all around her lips and then flick her opening with my 
tongue. 


| place my hand just above her sex and move it upward, 
exposing her engorged bud which | flick with the tip of my 
tongue and then circle around it both clockwise and then 
counterclockwise, mixing things up and keeping them 
unpredictable both because | don’t want her to know what’s 
coming next and because I’ve lost complete control of 
myself already. 


My hands find her knees and | push them open as | press my 
entire mouth to her opening sending my tongue inside her. 


“Uh,” she moans causing a throaty growl to escape me as | 
breathe the hot release inside her as my tongue dives 
deeper and deeper. 


“Right there!” she says and | feel her thighs come in hard 
pushing my hands away as her inner thighs lock against the 
sides of my head. 


| wrap my hands around the sides of her legs, finding her 
knees and start to pry them open a bit as I’m completely 
unable to hear in this position, but her grip is too tight as 
suddenly | feel my body being flipped over onto my side as 
she writhes in pleasure as | continue tasting her sweetness. 


My head rolls back up as she twists back onto her back 
making me feel like my head is inside a washing machine 
with all the rolling around she’s doing. 


But! don’t care. That just tells me I’m in the right spot... 
pleasing her before the big release that | want to taste every 
last drop of. 


Suddenly | feel her fingertips on my scalp as she slides them 
through my hair, but when they find the back of my head | 
feel her pushing my skull into her pubic bone as my face 
grinds against her pussy. 


My hands come around, taking her ass, feeling her glutes 
flex as she wills my tongue deeper inside her and the friction 
from my jaw and the other bones in my face more and more 
against her. 


| feel my face moving up and down and I’ve got her wetness 
all over my mouth, my chin, and my mustache area as she’s 
practically wiping her pussy clean with my face, using me 
like a rag to clean her cunt and | feel my balls pull up 
knowing I’m about to come just from the taste of her. 


But she’s first when I feel her body thrust up as she unloads 
in my mouth as | feel her hands shaking on the back of my 
head as her entire body spasms uncontrollably as | drink in 
everything she has to give. 


Just as her spasm starts to subside her hips buck wildly a 
few times and suddenly all the tension leaves her body as 
she collapses onto her back and her legs fall from the sides 
of my head. 


My ears ring as | can suddenly hear again, the vacuum her 
legs created gone. 


But there’s another vacuum to explore and this time I’m the 
one who will lose control when | put my big cock in her for 
the first time as | become the first man to ever claim her. 


And the only man who ever will. 


CHAPTER 14 


Vera 


| look down at Vitor seeing him and then not seeing him as 
my chest heaves so wildly it rises up to a level that blocks 
my vision. 


“Oh my god that was incredible,” | say. 


“And you don’t even know how incredible you taste,” he 
says. 


“I can’t wait to taste you,” | say. 


“And you will,” he says as I try and rise up on my forearms 
but I feel his index finger on my chest as he playfully pushes 
me right back onto my back. 


He takes his index finger and sticks it into his mouth 
sideways. “Salty to match your sweetness,” he says. 


“You gave me a workout,” | say. 


“And now it’s time to work out how we're going to fit this,” 
he says looking down at his monstrous rod, “in what’s mine 
to claim,” he says staring right at my pussy. 


“| have no idea, but | can’t wait to find out,” | say as | reach 
for him and he leans in allowing me to take ahold of his 
forearm as his other hand grabs the shaft of his cock and 
lines it up to my opening. 


“Are you ready for this?” 

“I've been waiting my entire life,” | say. “And I’m so glad | 
did because | know this is right. You’re right. The time is 
right. Everything is right. Perfect.” 

“You're perfect,” he says as he leans in and kisses me on the 
forehead and just after | feel the head of his dick enter me 
for the first time causing my mouth to open. 


| try to moan but nothing comes out as a tidal wave of 
emotion spreads over me. 


“You're so tight for me,” he says. 


“Uh huh,” | whimper as my eyes close and | feel the head of 
his cock slowly slide back. “More. Keep going,” | say. 


“Are you Okay?” 

“Yeah. | want more. Open me up. | can take it. All of you. | 
want everything you have... every last inch of you inside 
me.” 

He growls and | feel the head of his dick slide back into me 
and this time some of his shaft as my walls part for him as 
my eyelids flutter before finally closing. 

He rocks back out and then in again. 

“How does that feel?” he asks. 


“Amazing. More.” 


“You can’t keep talking like that. You’re going to make me 
finish fast with that language.” 


“| want you to finish. | want to feel your seed inside me 
when you fill me completely.” 


“Vera,” he says. 
The sound of my name fills me with even more passion. 
“Fill me, Vitor Lose yourself inside me.” 


“Uhhh,” he moans as he begins to thrust in and out faster, 
but not too deep. 


| grasp ahold of his arm and try and move my hips so he'll 
enter me more, but he’s too powerful for me. I’m completely 
at his mercy. 


“Fuck me, Vitor” | say. 


And my words cause all hell to break loose as his forearm 
slides forward as does his other hand as his hands slide up 
from behind me and grab onto my shoulders from behind 
like grappling hooks as he pulls my pussy onto his cock as 
he thrusts and then his biceps flex as he pulls me away like 
a rag doll as I’m riding his cock up and down as it enters and 
exits me with force. 


I’m tight and he’s huge but there’s something about our 
bodies that just works. | feel only a slight tinge of pain, but 
it’s quickly overridden by the sensations of pleasure and the 
knowledge that I’m turning this man into a wild beast right 
in front of my very eyes. That he wants me so much that 
he’s completely lost control, and now I want him to lose his 
seed deep inside me and claim me in the ultimate way 
forever. 


“Oh fuck, beautiful. I’m close,” he moans. 
“Me too. Keep going. Keep fucking me, Viton” 


My eyes open and | see his mouth open wide as he gasps for 
air as his cock slides in and out of the vacuum that my pussy 
has created around his dick. 


It’s the perfect fit, the way his girth fills me and when he 
says, “I’m gonna...” and pauses | know he’s going to fill me 
with something else. 


And fill me he does. Oh my god, | feel an eruption explode 
inside me as his warmth enters me and sends me right over 
the edge myself as a wave from inside me covers his cock at 
the same time. 


“Uhhh,” | whimper. 


“Uhhh,” his throaty growl continues as | feel his cock twitch, 
jerk, and continue to explode inside me until it stills. 


And then uncontrollably my pussy latches onto him, milking 
him even more as | feel more of his juices leave him and 
enter me. Just when | thought | was filled completely he 
adds more inside me all but ensuring us that we're going to 
conceive. 


It must be no accident that when | look up I spot a full moon 
and work through the math quickly realizing this is my most 
fertile day of the month. 


My body and my mind were working subconsciously to tell 
me to mate with my man. 


And he is exactly that. My man. 


And I am his. 

And | feel a certain pride when his body collapses on top of 
mine, knowing | brought this mighty man to his knees... or 
even more, as he falls flat on his face 


And it’s time for me to face reality. 


There’s no way I’m ever going back, because | belong right 
here in his arms. 


And he must be reading my mind because | feel his hands 
pull me in close to his body as he holds me tight. 


“That was incredible,” he says. “I told you you were mine.” 

| feel a light tug on my earlobe from his teeth and | smile. 
“I'm yours alright. And you’re very much mine.” 

“Forever,” he says. 

“Forever,” | repeat as | feel his teeth release from my earlobe 
and his lips kiss the back of my head gently as | stare out at 
the stars over the ocean, which rolls in slowly and in rhythm, 


just like the way he made me climax more than once. 


And tonight is only the beginning. 


CHAPTER 15 


Vera 
Late the next afternoon 


We stand at the dock back in Buzios waiting for the boat to 
arrive. 


And this isn’t just any boat. This is the one that carries my 
father. 


The man that doesn’t even know he has a daughter. 


All the years of wondering what | would say to him, and 
planning out my exact words are out the window. 


I’m a nervous wreck and when I see the boat off in the 
distance | can feel my legs shaking. 


“Let’s sit down,” Vitor says as if he can feel me trembling. 


“Okay,” | say and we find an empty bench and just wait 
together as he holds me in his arms. 


Without him | would have probably fallen into the ocean... 
just fainted face first right into it. 


But thankfully he’s here. And he’s my rock. 
As the boat pulls within one hundred yards Vitor whispers 


into my ear. “You want me to take a step back? Is this 
something you need to do by yourself?” 


| nod. “Not a step back, but yeah...if you don’t mind.” 

“| totally understand,” he says. 

“Thank you,” | say, but | can’t even turn to him to say the 
words. My eyes are scanning that boat looking for David... or 
more accurately dad. 

“Okay, Jaguar l'Il be right here,” he says as one of the 
surfers comes forward and throws the rope from the front of 
the boat to the man on the docks as he anchors them. 


| watch as the men slowly exit the boat. None of them looks 
like my dad...not even close. 


Finally one man exits and talks to the man on the docks, 
giving him some money and a high five. He seems to be the 
leader of the group, but he’s definitely not my dad. 


“One second,” Vitor says as he stands up and walks over to 
the man, greeting him and then speaking in Portuguese. 


| watch as he listens intently and all kinds of emotions shoot 
through me. Fear Loss. Wonder. 


What in the hell is going on? 


Finally after a full minute passes Vitor seems to thank the 
man and then walks back over towards me. 


And the look on his face says it all. 


“Your dad isn’t on that boat,” he says. 


“What happened? You said he would be on that boat,” | say 
as | stand. I’m so angry right now 


“He was on that boat, but this morning he got on another 
boat.” 


“You can’t just jump from boat to boat? What are you 
talking about?” Is he making this up? 


“You can and he did. The way of the surfer is unlike normal 
people. He saw some other guys he knew at one of the surf 
spots where they were and he got to talking. He told the 
captain of this boat that he was going to go with them and 
that’s exactly what he did.” 


“That’s impossible!” | say, realizing that maybe it’s not. 
“Unfortunately it is possible. And it’s what he did.” 


“Well we have to find him. Where did he go? Who’s in 
charge of that other boat?” 


“The boat captain of this boat doesn’t know those guys. He 
has no idea where they went. I’m sorry, Jaguar.” 


| feel everything inside me sink and suddenly Vitor’s hands 
grab my arms as he helps me to sit back down on the bench 
as the entire world seems to spin. 

| try and gather myself as Vitor runs off to a little kiosk and 
comes back a few seconds later with a couple bottles of cold 
water. 

He places one against my forehead and the other to my lips. 


“Don’t worry. | will find him.” 


“You said that before,” | say angrily, although | know | 
shouldn’t be lashing out at him. 


What was | really thinking? Yeah, I’m going to come down 
here and find my dad in four days? Hardly. 


But I’d gotten my hopes up and everything was going so 
well | was able to convince myself into believing it. 


| knew it was going to happen... until it just didn’t. 

And the only thing | know now is that I have a flight back 
coming up at the end of the day tomorrow. That’s my fourth 
day here and that’s when my time will be up. 

And upright is not a position | want to be in right now. 
“I’m going back to the resort,” | say. 

He stands to escort me. 

“Alone,” | say. “I need to be alone.” 

“At least let me walk you back. It’s better that way.” 

“No,” I say, but Vitor won’t accept my answer. 

There’s that possessiveness of his again. 

But something inside me knows I’m not rational right now, 
even though I’m trying to trick myself into thinking that | 


completely am. And I know I should go with Vitor, | just 
don’t want to. 


But the choice is made for me when he walks with me back 
to the resort in silence. 


He tries to comfort me with words a few times, but | can’t 
manage a response. 


Eventually he realizes silence is the best medicine right now. 
When I get to my room | manage to quickly thank him and 
then shut the door and dive onto my bed just as the tears 


really start to fall. 


Thirty minutes ago | thought | had life all figured out. | 
thought | had all the answers. 


Now all | have are questions again. And as much as I don’t 
want to admit it | need to question everything. 


Including staying here. 


CHAPTER 16 


Vera 


My eyes open as I look at the clock beside my bed realizing 
I’ve been asleep for two hours. 


It’s past dark and | need to get past what happened earlier 
today. 


| hit zero on my phone and wait for the receptionist to pick 
up. 


“Good evening,” | say. 
“Good evening.” 
“Are there any messages for my room?” 


“Let me check, miss.” | wait a few seconds before he comes 
back on. “No. Unfortunately not.” 


| wasn’t exactly expecting that. “Okay Thank you for 
checking.” 


“You're welcome. Anything else I can do for you?” 
| pause wondering if the lack of any word from Vitor is a 
sign. No, it can't be. “Yes, just one thing. Can you connect 


me to Vitor’s room?” 


“I can, but he’s not here right now so it will just ring right 
back to the reception after a few rings.” 


“He’s not here?” 
“No, he left a of couple hours ago.” 
“Do you know when he'll be back?” 


“I’m not sure. He went to the airport and he had a bag with 
him so he may not be coming back.” 


“He what?” 

“I'm sorry,” he says. 

“You're sure? Vitor?” 

“Yes. He said he had some business to attend to.” 

“And he had a bag with him?” 

“Duffel bag. It looked like it was full.” 

“Right,” | say. 

About five or ten seconds pass before the receptionist asks 
me if there’s anything else. Yeah, how about an 
explanation? | politely decline and hang up my phone, 


staring at all my things strewn across my room. 


My head is spinning wondering what the heck is going on. 
So does Vitor not believe me now? 


| hate to admit it, but if he doesn’t | can understand. IfI was 
in his shoes I’m not sure how | would feel. 


Here | am, some random girl, coming all the way down to 
Brazil, and not to Rio or some other big city, but to Búzios. 


Why would | choose Buzios? 


To find my dad, but really? | give it the quick test imagining 
I’m asking a complete stranger off the street what they 
would think. 


And | don’t have to think, because | kKnow...they’d call b.s. 
on it. 


But Vitor isn’t some guy off the street. He’s the man I gave 
my first time to not even twenty-four hours ago. 


And he said he gave me his first time too. 


Now I switch things around and try to imagine someone as 
attractive, famous, rich, and successful as Vitor just sitting 
down here in a country full of beautiful women yet never 
indulging... until some random girl arrived and he just had to 
have her. 


Yeah, not very believable either. 

This almost sounds like one of those situations where two 
people arrive in a famous tourist spot both pretending to be 
someone they’re not. 

Except in this case they somehow found each other. 

But | trust Vitor 

He really opened up to me on the flight back when | asked 


him why he is so protective and possessive. His story 
practically made me cry. 


He told me how his dad was an alcoholic and how he would 
hit his mom. Vitor’s dad was huge, hence Vitor’s size now, 
but at the time he was only five years old. But regardless of 
his age or his size Vitor had had enough. 


So when his dad raised a fist to his mother that last time 
Vitor raised something else to his father...a cast iron frying 
pan. 


And years of rage and frustration all came out in one swing 
that caught him just right making sure he would never raise 
a hand to anyone ever again. 


And Vitor thought that was the end of it, but apparently he 
was the only one 


He thought he and his mother could live in peace, but it 
seemed every social services person and psychiatrist 
wanted a piece of him. 


Until it drove him crazy. He was labeled a dangerous person, 
even though he was just a child, and after he’d heard it 
enough times he figured it was time to stop fighting his 
destiny and just give the people what they expected from 
him. 


Hence his undefeated record in MMA. 


He told me how he taught his mind how to flip a switch 
when he was inside that cage fighting and how he could 
immediately flip it off when it was over 


But right now it seems he’s flipped my entire world upside 
down and | don’t see any switches anywhere to flick and 
make things right side up again. 


And that’s all | want, because all | want is him. 


But now I have no one, and he’s left with only his sister after 
his mother passed away from cancer two years ago. 


So l'm in this big, bad world alone and he’s close to it too. 


Even though my dad’s out there somewhere the chances of 
me finding him are practically nil. | don’t make enough 
money to hire a private investigator and | sure don’t have 
enough saved up to stay down in Brazil looking for him. 


This really sucks. 


And as much as | hate to feel sorry for myself, | realize that’s 
exactly what I’m doing. 


| exhale hard and look at the mess. 


“When the going gets tough, the tough get going,” | say 
aloud for no one to hear but me. 


“And unless Vitor makes a miraculous appearance sometime 
soon, well then it looks like l'Il be going tomorrow... out of 
here and right back home. 


l'II have the weekend and then it will be time to go back to 
work, submit my article that’s due plus the extra one l'Il 
have about the Kenoa resort, and by the middle of next 
week things will be how they always have been. 


But at least l'Il have the memories of my time here and the 
man who told me I was his...and | was for a few short days. 


| just wish it was truly forever because | really believed with 
all my heart that it was. 


CHAPTER 17 


Vera 
Knock. Knock. Knock. 
My eyes move from my clothes to the door 
“Room service,” the voice says, but it’s clearly not Vitor’s. 


| go to the door and open it, seeing the young man from the 
reception. 


“Hello. | hope I’m not disturbing you,” he says. 


“No, not at all. | was just about to start packing. Anything 
to put that off sounds good to me.” 


“You're leaving us?” 

“Tomorrow’s my check-out day.” 

“Oh, well | hope you'll reconsider,” he says. 

I’m not really sure how to answer. 

“Here’s some chocolate mousse cake to help you change 
your mind,” he says sliding a beautiful sterling silver dessert 


cart into view. 


“Oh wow. Thank you,” | say. 


“It’s my pleasure. And it’s on the house,” he says as he 
hands me the plate. “And | also wanted you to know that 
Vitor has returned and he would like to see you.” 

“Vitor’s back?” 

“Yes, he’s in the back garden awaiting your arrival.” 

| pause, again not sure what to say. “I’m...” | pause. 

“If you could at least just show your face it would be great.” 
| can see the nervousness in the young man’s face. 

“Vitor insisted | come, didn’t he?” 

“He didn’t exactly insist, but | feel like it would be very 
beneficial for my job security if you could at least go to the 
garden to see him.” 


“Okay,” | say. “Did you bring a fork?” 


“Oh yes,” he says pulling a fork and a spoon from the cart. 
“Which do you prefer?” he asks. 


“Which do you prefer?” 
“Ummm. I’m more of a fork person.” 


“Great because | like spoons,” | say taking the spoon and 
handing him the fork. “It’s been a pleasure to see your 
smiling face in the lobby each and every day. Please have 
one bite with me,” I say. “And then l'Il go down to the 
garden.” 


| know customer service people, especially waitresses, 
waters, and people that work in hotels often are asked to 
meet a lot of ridiculous demands. | want to show him how 
much | appreciate what he’s doing and hopefully put him at 
ease in the process. 


He takes the fork and | clink it with my spoon as if in a toast. 
He laughs and so do l. 


| really love the good-natured and positive vibes of all the 
people in the country and no matter what happens I’m 
always going to take that with me. 


Brazil is famous for a lot of things, but to me it’s their 
optimistic people that make this country so special. 


And one person in particular is the most special and he’s 
waiting for me in the garden. 


We chew our cake and | put the piece into the small fridge 
knowing I’m going to want it later. It’s absolutely delicious. 


We take the elevator down and when we arrive in the lobby 
he points me towards the direction for the garden. 


“Good luck” he says as if he knows. 


“Thank you. And good luck to you just in case we don’t see 
each other again.” 


“I think we will. | know Vitor wants that,” he says with a 
smile. It doesn’t feel like the words the henchman of a mob 
boss would say in some mafia movie, but it could almost be 
taken that way, even though I’m not sure what to make of 
this little late night rendezvous. 


Nor do I understand why he left with a bag and now he’s 
back already. 


And why didn’t he just come up to my room himself? 


The moment | step outside and see the rose petals on the 
path | know 


He has another beautiful surprise up his sleeve... for me. 


| follow the trail all the way to a small iron park bench that 
sits right smack dab in the middle of the garden and sit. 


| have no idea what all these flowers are but they smell 
incredible and | swear | even hear the light chirp of a bird 
that’s either nocturnal or just awake for some reason. | also 
hear a babbling brook and see a small waterway running 
underneath the bench. 


| didn’t even realize it until just now but the bench is sitting 
on glass. Very lovely. 


“It’s you,” a voice says and my head shoots up from looking 
in-between my feet to the man standing in front of me. 


Goosebumps cover me immediately as | feel my blood rush 
through my body. 


“| knew it. After all these years. You’re so... perfect,” he 
says. 


| go to stand, but I can’t. My whole lower body seems frozen, 
and most of my upper body too. 


But not my eyes, because | feel a tear run down my cheek at 
the sight of the man | flew over twelve hours and multiple 


countries to find. 


The odds were next to nothing, but somehow, someway we 
beat the odds. 


“Dad,” | say. 


He walks over toward me and suddenly my body works 
again as | stand from the bench, feeling my knees wobble 
but my willpower is too much as I will my way towards him 
and throw my arms around him. 


“Oh baby,” he says. “I was looking for you. | never stopped 
looking for you.” 


And | can’t stop crying. 


“Sorry,” | say a full minute later when I pull my head from 
his chest realizing how wet | made his shirt. 


He’s about six inches taller than me, bronzed, and in 
incredible shape. It must be all that surfing. 


“How did you know?” | ask. 


“| just always had a hunch. The way your mother clammed 
up when I'd ask certain questions. The way she’d cut me off 
entirely. | knew there was more to the story and the only 
thing | could think of was you. It had to be you. It was 
always you,” he says causing my chest to heave and my 
mouth to make gasping sounds as | suck in air. 


“I knew it too. That’s why I came here.” 


“God, I’m so glad you did. I’m so glad | finally found you, or 
you found me, or we found each other Whatever It doesn’t 


matter All that matters is that we’re together...thanks to 
this man,” he says. 


“What man?” | say and my dad motions with his head to the 
side. 


My eyes track over and | see Vitor standing back in the 
distance just observing with his hands calmly clasped in 
front of him as he watches over us. 


“Thank you,” | mouth nearly silently. 


“Some freaking helicopter kept flying low along the coast 
and next thing | know there’s some guy hanging out the side 
yelling with a bullhorn asking if anyone knew a David 
Rodgers. | thought | was in trouble for something, not that 
I’ve done anything wrong.” 


“He yelled with a bullhorn out the side of a helicopter?” | say 
smiling. 


“Yeah, he’s crazier than | am. Who in the hell is he by the 
way?” 


“lam,” Vitor says taking a step forward. “The man who’s 
reuniting his family after all these years.” 


“His family?” my dad says. 


“Yes, because in about five minutes either we’ll be soon 
next-of-kin or your observation that I’m crazy will be spot on, 
but any way you slice it I’m absolutely crazy about your 
daughter” 


And if seeing my father for the first time wasn’t enough Vitor 
drops to a knee and pops back the lid to a tiny black box, 


and even though it’s night and I’ve been crying it doesn’t 
take much to see that the diamond is absolutely gorgeous... 
and huge. 


“Oh my god,” | say. 


“Beautiful. When | first laid eyes on you | told you you were 
mine. You’re the one and only for me. The only woman | will 
ever share my most intimate and important moments with 
for as long as | live. And this is the next intimate moment in 
our chapter together | want you here, in my country, safe in 
my arms forever. | want to build a family with you and so 
much more. You mean everything to me and | want the 
entire world to know now and always. But first | want you to 
know that | love you and | want to be with you forever. So 
please, make me the happiest man to ever set foot on this 
beautiful earth, and make it even more beautiful as we walk 
together, side by side, forever Will you join me forever as 
my wife? Will you marry me?” 


I nod. “Yes. Yes! Yes!!!” | say and my arms go from being 
wrapped around my father to Vitor taking my hand and 
Sliding the ring on. It’s so heavy I’m going to have to learn 
to compensate for it or else I’m going to look like a human 
version of the Leaning Tower of Pisa. 


And then | throw my arms around Vitor as he scoops me up 
off the ground and holds me in mid-air as my legs wrap 
around him and my lips find his. 


“Can somebody please tell me what the heck’s going on?” 
my dad asks. 


The two of us just bust out laughing. 


EPILOGUE 


Vera 
Three weeks /ater 


My phone beeps and | see the notification from Jetset Girl 
Magazine. 


| click on the link and am taken to the article | wrote for 
them, my last. 


It’s about that resort called Kenoa...the one where Vitor and | 
became one for the first time. A moment, and a memory, | 
will never forget. 


And I can see it in my writing, just how happy | am. 


And the main reason why is because | wrote it after | had my 
two men in my life... my dad and my love. 


It was kind of funny telling Vitor that | was down here to doa 
review of his hotel and that he “had to” comp me for it. We 
both got a good laugh out of that one. 


My friend back home had a key to my apartment and | asked 
her to take the final five hundred dollars out of my panty 
drawer and use it to pay another month’s rent...and tell the 
owner at the same time that | was giving my notice. 


My friend was happy to do it, partly because she’s my friend 
and partly because she’s my same size. 


| thought it was the least | could do, especially considering | 
wasn’t going to need my winter clothes anytime soon. 


“Ready for another lesson,” the voice behind me says as | 
type out the end to chapter twenty-three in my travel novel 
that I’ve always wanted to write. 


“Wow, time really does fly when you’re having fun,” my dad 
says. “And we’re going to have a lot of fun out there today 
on our boards. | think you’re ready to try a shorter board 
today...something a little more performance oriented.” 


“Yay!” | say as | clap my hands together and push the top of 
my laptop down, putting it into sleep mode. 


My dad leans in and kisses me on the top of my head. “It’s 
SO amazing to finally have you in my life,” he says. 


“Hey! Hey! Hey!” a voice booms out from behind the both 
of us. “That’s my woman you're kissing,” Vitor says, mostly 
joking, but | can still sense the possessiveness in his voice. 


“Hey buddy, | made her so | get a few pecks on the head or 
the cheek now and again,” my dad jokes. “Plus it’s Brazilian 
culture to give kisses on the cheek.” 


“But you're not..,” Vitor begins before remembering my dad 
did indeed get his Brazilian citizenship years ago and now 
he can sponsor me for citizenship, although that won’t be 
necessary after Vitor and l's wedding. 


And I’ve got a surprise for Vitor after our surf lesson. 


Our wedding might just qualify as a shotgun wedding after 
what the doctor told me this morning. 


That’s right. And to make this miracle of a life even more of 
a fairy tale... it’s twins. 


Life just can’t get any better, and that includes my dad. 
Instead of jumping from job to job like the hippy | tease him 
for being, now he has a steady job here at Vitor’s resort. 
Guests had been asking about taking surf lessons and 
exploring the area a bit more and it’s something my dad 
knows a lot about, can talk about all day, and absolutely 
loves doing. 


And now he’s getting paid for it. 


And knowing Vitor, and seeing how my dad reacted last 
payday, Vitor’s being extremely generous with my father. 


We've still got a lot of catching up to do, and | know there’s 
still a lot to learn about Vitor, but isn’t that what life’s all 
about? 

It’s about the journey. 

And my journey has taken me here, to the quaint beach 
town that I’m totally in love with, because I’m in love with 
the man who’s my king here. 


“Hello Vera,” Victória says appearing out of nowhere. “Can | 
join you guys for the surf today?” 


“Of course!” | say getting up and giving her two kisses. 
“So your sister gets to kiss her, but | don’t?” my dad teases. 


“That’s different,” Vitor says. “But still... Victória, we need to 
talk about that going forward.” 


Victória slaps Vitor on the arm and we all break out 
laughing, except Vitor. 


| just love that I’m going to be a part of this family and that 
more accurately our families are going to come together and 
become one. 


And tonight | get to tell everyone how | get to add to the 
family... times two. 


Because today will be my last time surfing with everyone 
until after the twins are born. The waves are so small today 
that there’s no way l'Il even come close to falling off my 
board. Plus I’m just riding for fun. I’m not doing any crazy 
tricks or anything like that. 


Because | already pulled the biggest trick, the biggest heist, 
in Brazilian history. 


| came down here and made the Brazilian Bad Boy mine. 


Mine all mine. My possessive Brazilian. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Vera 
Seven years later 
“| caught it dad!” Vinicius says as he rides a wave into shore. 


“Nice one! Hurry and paddle back out and get another one, 
son.” 


“| caught it grandpa!” Viviane, his twin sister says as she 
rides a wave into shore right behind him. 


“Nice one! Hurry and paddle back out and get another one, 
beautiful,” my father says. 


Vinicius was born first and Viviane right after Maybe that’s 
why Vinicius seems to be just a bit ahead of her in just about 
everything, and why he always insists he’s her older brother 
and that it’s his duty to protect her. 


Or maybe it has something to do with his proud papa and 
his gushing grandpa. They both love nothing more than to 
talk about the kids... make that brag about them. And I’m so 
glad that they have two men in their lives who are there to 
help them, pick them up when they fall, and show them the 
way. 


And I'm always here to balance them out with a woman’s 
perspective on things. 


But luckily we all see eye to eye on just about everything. 
As a matter of fact | can’t remember the last time we 
didn’t...except maybe my last birthday when Vitor insisted 
we take a three month round the world trip making sure to 
stay at as many luxury hotels as we could to soak in all the 
ambiance, study their designs and use of eco-friendly 
materials and maybe get some other business ideas along 
the way. 


And we did... some. 


We were hoping to get ideas for our new resort, which is 
being built just outside of Sao Paulo at a beautiful beach 
called Maresias, where our family finds itself this weekend. 


And by family | mean we've got everyone in tow. 


There’s grandpa, Victória, Vitor, the twins Vinicius and 
Viviane, and also Jodo and Julia who are a bit too young to 
be in the water at only two and a half and three and a half. 


And of course there’s me, the one who makes the family 
according to the man who just stepped out of the shallow 
shore break to grab a drink from the coconuts Victória and | 
just cracked open. | don’t know what I’d do without her She 
helps me so much with the kids and lately I’ve been 
teaching her story structure so she can write for the luxury 
hotel magazine Vitor launched. It’s the least | could do after 
she tried all those times to teach me how to samba. 


But there was just no hope for me, but that’s okay. It was 
super fun and | still get out there and shake it and havea 
great time, even if I’m out of rhythm and looking totally like 
a mad woman. 


Because whenever | step off that dance floor Vitor’s right 
there to tell me how beautiful | am and how well my body 
moves...and how much he can’t wait to see my moves in the 
bedroom. 


Last night while the kids were sleeping | slipped into some 
black lingerie just before bed and as he passed me in the 
hallway in his black boxers he couldn’t help but stop and pin 
me against the wall while he massaged my neck before he 
ravished me right there with my back banging against the 
wall. 


Even after four kids and six years of marriage he still has the 
hots for me just like the very first moment he laid eyes on 
me. 

Am | the luckiest girl in the world or what? 


“Okay, kids!” Vitor yells. “Time for lunch.” 


Vinicius and Viviane each catch the next wave and ride it 
into shore as they exit the water with Vitor and grandpa. 


“Hey beautiful,” Vitor says as he shakes his head vigorously 
trying to get some of the refreshing ocean water on me. 


“More! More!” | say sticking out my hands palms up as if to 
try and catch the water and fan it into my face. 


“What’s for lunch?” 


“Your favorite, feijoada,” | say referencing a Brazilian dietary 
staple that is a stew of beans with beef and pork of 
Portuguese origin, but | prepare mine a little different just 
the way Vitor likes it. 


“That’s my second favorite,” Vitor says. 

“What? All these years I thought that was your favorite.” 
“You know you're my favorite, baby,” he says as he leans in 
and his lips meet mine as | taste the ocean on his lips and 
smell the sunscreen on his skin mixed with the cool ocean 
breeze. 

“Awww,” | saw. 


“You kids gonna join the rest of us or what?” dad says. 


“On our way,” Vitor says. “Just gonna get these surfboards 
out of the sun before the wax melts.” 


Vitor winks at me and grabs a surfboard under each arm and 
| do the same. Luckily he took the kids boards which are 
long, thick, and heavy, while he left me with his and my 
dad’s which are short, thin, and light. 

We walk into the board shack that’s next to the house we 
rented and Vitor stacks the two boards he has and then 
stacks mine. 


But before | can turn to leave he’s got me on top of the 
cabinet and devours my mouth. 


“We have to eat,” | say. 


“You said you made my favorite and | want my favorite,” he 
says. 


How can I say no to that? 


“Plus I think it’s time we go for number five,” he says. 


“Number five!” 
“Shhh, the kids will hear us.” 
“Vitor, you’re not the one that has to give birth.” 


“But wasn’t I the one right there by your side each and 
every time?” 


“You sure were,” | say as he kisses down my neck. 


“And just like | promised you I’m always going to be by your 
side as we take this journey through life together... side by 
side.” 


“Side by side,” | say feeling myself ready for what I know 
he’s already ready to give me. 


“Side by side, on top, upside down... l'Il always be there with 
you,” he says and I quickly slap him on the shoulder at his 
little joke. 


We both share a laugh and his lips find mine again and my 
body turns to putty as it always does when his hands take 
me by the hips and he pulls me in tight. 

“| don’t have any protection,” | say feigning nervousness. 
“That’s the whole point,” he says as he pulls my jaguar print, 
not leopard or cheetah, swimsuit bottom to the side and | 
gasp getting really hot really fast. 


And this will be the third time he’s taken me already today. 


| take a shallow breath and try and prepare for the wave that 
will soon wash over me. He just has this knack for always 
finding the right spot at the right moment and knowing that 
there’s no way | can say no...even if this does lead us to 
child number five. 


Because secretly | want another one too. Another little Vitor 
in my life to remind me of my husband. The man who 
claimed me when | didn’t even know who he was, let alone if 
he was genuine. 


And now I’ve come to learn he’s the most genuine and 
sincere person in the world. 


And those are two of the most important qualities we’re 
teaching our children. 


That and Vitor likes to remind them that when you see a 
once in a lifetime opportunity you have to go for it, no 
matter the outcome. You have to try and you have to give it 
your all and sometimes, just sometimes, you hit the jackpot 
and you win the ultimate prize in life. 


That’s the point in the story where he always turns and looks 
at me. 


But little does he know he’s not the only one who won. | 
won too, because | got him. 


And shortly after we found each other, he found my father. 


And we're still finding more and more ways to love each 
other to this day. 


And he’s found another way to bring us another baby. 


“Lunch is getting cold,” | hear being called out off in the 
distance. 


“Oh how wrong he is,” Vitor says. 

“It’s just about to get really hot,” | say as Vitor loses control 
and grabs me by the cheek as he enters me just as his lips 
meet mine. 

Because all the hot sex in the world isn’t worth a thing if it’s 
not the cherry on top of a cake that’s made with nothing 
more than a huge helping of love, laughter, and family. 


“| love you,” he says. 


“| love you. 
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